NAZARETH

She was evidently returning to her shed. She advanced
slowly but with purpose, her hind quarters lowering
themselves whenever the way was more than usually
steep. After she had passed I saw her put her muzzle
to the sandy dust as though smelling out the direction
she wished to take. " The ox knoweth his owner, and
the ass her master's crib."

These days we spent at Nazareth were perhaps the
happiest of all. We were determined not to hurry away ;
we wished to grow accustomed to the place, to grow
familiar with its houses, its corner-stones, its back lanes.
There was a moon most of the time. One night when
it was in its first quarter we walked along the road past
the threshing-floor and Mary's well to the hillside oppo-
site. The air was mild, and we sat for a long while
looking at the village, so wan and silent in its midnight
beauty. Far up above us I could see the Pleiades, which
my mother on winter nights, walking back from prayer-
meetings, would often say looked like a trinket of price-
less gems. Below them were the Hyades and the planet
Jupiter, while beyond and beyond again was outstretched
the fathomless infinitude of the heavens. How poised
the village looked, how motionless ! Yet it had a
terrene appearance also, as though it had for long ages
been sheltered from the fearful conflagrations of the
outer spaces and from the loneliness of the outer voids.
Far away some dogs were barking, and I heard an ass
bray. If Jesus is in very truth a God, the son of God,
he must surely hold always in remembrance, nay, in
actual vision, this upland circle. The curves and
shadows I looked upon under the white light of the
moonshine must even now be in his mind, tenderly
acknowledged as existing in memory. For he could
never have forgotten the nature of the planet of his
sojourn, never have forgotten the nature of the earth's
appeal, so intimate, so lovely and so strange. Who
knows but through the music of the crystal spheres he